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K=g of Poland, 
4 . AND 2.28 | YT EIS. 
P2 ince of the Land of Promiſe, = 
0a Theater Tune: Or, Hed faft ” Crown and Scepter, Charles 


| What OT _ Canſt propoſe, 
To Magnifie thy Name 
Prince. Bbveymoneh Than Hearts, and Armes, and Power of Thoſe, 


_ - 
p_ 


. 


ntIn— 
Poland Monſter of our Iſle, That Rules both Laws and Fame. 
Corruption of our, Apt 
Which on my Infant Hours didſt ſmile, VL 
'Till thou inflam'd the Rage The Ruſtick-Swains want not the Word; 
my Ambitious Soul, to fore . No Magazines, nor Horſe ; 
Fore its defiled Sphear ; 'Zwounds Sixty Thouſand by the Sword, 
|, Icarus-like, I now mult low'r, Defies both Fate and Curſe. 
Transform'd into Deſpair. They'l lay Three Kingdoms at Our Feet, 
I L. In Blood and mangled Braines ; 
all my Trophies of Succeſs, Then the Traine-Bands, Cinque-Ports, and Fleet, 
kre in Oblivion drown'd ; At Our Command Remains. | 
| none for Me dare now Addreſs, | OD 
Where I _ 4 ny p V.IL. kg Vai of 
thy falſe blind Plors am ſham'd, _— 
bk from a Glorious Sway, T_ Ro _ and His B Pk pou | 


atch't from a Father's Arms, and Damn'd, Like two Yoak't Oxen, Tu i 
. s and Tw 
Like all that Diſobey. 'Gainſt Our Deſignes th” Dark, IFN 


$9 'Y And wiſel Wu 2 
—_ my m_ _—_ at Court, —_ po Ahoy "_ Wits has wrought 
eaſie, abſurd Tools ; 
at K ings were but for States-Men's Sport, _— gr EEO brought, 
The Councel Knaves and Fools. 
I, poor I, find now too late, VIITL 


Your Poliſh Grace can lye ; . Bf 
ne prov'd more weak at the Foyls of State, We have reſerv'd Machines in ſtore, 
= 
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filly Tom, and I. To raiſe more daring Flames, 
_— wo L Then Mortals 'ere Conſpir'd before ; 


| -1C hich th Or Damned Furies Frames. 
m, nut 5 <p OE | If 'ere a Parliament be call'd, 


h Our Repreſentives there | 
1 —— SE " Shall Scorn to be out box't, or bawl'd, 


r full Caballs, and Wapping-Treats, In Country, Town, or Shire. 
Retrench't to Secret Holes : 
reſon the ſtrength Our Greatneſs waits | HS 
in theſe rough reared Walls. Then every Member of the Caſe, 


V wy the Armed Rude, 
OT” + thbe Who ſhall delide the Pole with blows, 
Poland King. g. COHtboy And quaſh the Tary Crovy'. 
| Then ſtick to Time, whilſt Heads are hot 
w mighty Prince, by me Ele, Our Force together brings , 


th Laid of Promiſe Sways; . 
timerous Soul is the Defect | lf Þy Chat. = oor = Ks 


" Our declining Days. 
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